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my Fraulein Clara, tink she dat I steal of her?"
Then for the first time, and I honestly believe the last time in her life, that other pretty blond, but woolly-brained, young woman rose to the occasion — God bless her —and answered stoutly, "No, Clara never thought you were stealing."
So it happened that when I returned to work, and Semantha's excited and very German welcome had been given, I noticed a change in her. When my eyes met hers, instead of smiling instantly and broadly at me, her eyes sank to the ground and her face Hushed painfully. At last we were left alone for a few moments. Quick as a flash, Se-mantha shut the door and bolted it with the scissors. Then she faced me; but what a strange, new Semantha it was ! Her head was down, her eyes were down, her very body seemed to droop. Never had I seen a human look so like a beaten dog. She came quite close, both hands hanging heavily at
